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Summary: Who am I? You sure you wanna know? The story of my life is 
not for the faint of heart. If somebody said it was a happy little 
tale, if somebody told you I was just your average ordinary guy not a 
care in the world? Somebody lied. 


Spider Hero 

**Hello everyone! This is my first fanfiction. I know, I know, being 
a newbie is rough. But I'm not gonna ask you to go easy on me or 
anything. I'm far from new when it comes to writing in general, and 
I've had this story on my mind for a while. I only got my account 
last night, and I'm still working out all the kinks, but I plan to 
update very often.** 

**This is a Big Hero 6 and a Tobey Maguire Spider-Man crossover. I 
will be doing the second and the third movies as sequels to the story 
and all that. I know what you're thinking. Why am I doing the 2002 
Spider-Mans instead of the most recent ones? Well... I still haven't 

exactly seen them... :D But I promise this one is good. 

* * 


**Warning: I do not believe all women need a man to save them from 
super villains or anything for that matter, so some of Mary Jane's 
"damsel in distress" scenes are replaced with "men in distress." I 
also don't believe in Tadashi Hamada ' s death, so there will NOT be 
any of that nonsense. Hiro is fifteen in this story when he graduates 
from highschool, and I think every character in Spider-Man except for 
Mary Jane is changed to a Big Hero 6 character. There may be language 
here and there, but not much at all, and there is violence. I hope 
you like it, please leave your most honest reviews 
and . . . yeah ! * * 

**Chapter 1- Field Trip** 


Who am I? You really wanna know? The story of my life is not for the 



faint of heart. If somebody said it was a happy little tale, if 
somebody told you I was just your average ordinary guy not a care in 
the world? 


Somebody lied. 

But let me assure you. This, like any story worth telling, is about a 
girl . 

Mary Jane Watson. 

The woman I've loved since before I even liked girls. I'd like to 
tell you that she's in my arms as we speak, that we're together and 
we always will be. 

But we ' re not . At least not yet . 


I ran as fast as my skinny legs could carry me, breathing heavily and 
sweating like mad. I couldn't miss the school bus again! This would 
be the fourth time this week I'm always struck dumbfounded when my 
neighbor Mary Jane walks by, and the next thing I know, the school 
bus is whizzing by with her inside. So, here I am, sprinting beside 
the school bus and banging on it's side, begging the bus driver to 
stop driving. But you know what the bus driver did? You know what 
they all did? 

They all laughed. 

They laughed at how pathetic I looked. What, with my large mop of 
black hair blowing every which way and my large glasses bouncing up 
and down on the bridge of my nose. Not to mention that I'm the 
biggest social loser there ever was. I am, after all, a fifteen year 
old senior, and if there's one thing I've learned while going to this 
school, it's that if you're smart, you can never show it. It will be 
a gift held against you for the rest of your life. 

Of course... Mary Jane is only fifteen too... She's turning sixteen 
next month... Why is she a senior? 

Eventually, when I thought I might topple down to the ground and die 
in a puddle of my stupidity, I saw Mary Jane angrily march up to the 
bus driver, pointing out the window towards my direction and yelling 
something in his face. He nodded in defeat, pulling the bus over to 
the side and opening the bus doors. 

"Thank you." I said to him, catching my breath. "I'm so sorry I'm 
late-" 

Before I could even finish, rolled up balls of paper were thrown at 
me, laughs accompanying them shortly after. My shoulders dropped. 

What did I expect? 

I put on a small smile anyway. It's like Tadashi always says, "Don't 
let their opinion define you." I spotted an empty seat next to a girl 
with her hair up in two pony tails, her face splattered with freckles 
and acne and her lap occupied with books. I nodded my head towards 
the seat before she grabbed her books and slammed them on the empty 
seat, shooting me a deadly glare. 



"Don't even think about it." she spat. I nodded again in 
understanding, walking past her and scanning the other row for an 
empty seat when my eyes feel upon a certain someone. 

Mary Jane sat on the left side of the bus, curled up next to the 
school jock ... otherwise known as her boyfriend. 

Flash Thompson. 

The guy could kill someone in his sleep. He was the exemplar of 
perfection around here. He had the looks, the popular friends, the 
awesome car he drove around all the time... and he had the girl. 

I was pulled back into reality when I felt a tub on my foot and i 
suddenly went toppling forward, landing right on my chin. One of 
Flash's annoying little cronies tripped me! And Mary Jane saw it! So 
humiliating... I jumped up, ran to the end of the bus, and sat in the 
last row, isolating myself from the world until we got to the museum 
for our senior field trip. 

After about eight more dreadful minutes on the bus, we finally pulled 
into the museum parking lot. Our bus driver told us that our teacher 
was waiting at the front doors of the building and when we arrived, 
he pulled out his clipboard. 

"San Fransokyo Seniors!" he shouted to make himself known, "No 
wandering- Nathaniel! Give me that." he stopped his lecture and 
snatched a ball out of one of the students hands. "Remember," he 
continued, "it is a privilege to be here. We are guests of the 
Columbia Students Science Department, so behave accordingly. Let's 
not have a repeat of our trip to the planetarium... Come on, people! 
Let's stay together, proceed up the steps, and into the 
building ! " 

Our group followed his instructions, walking across the fresh green 
grass and towards the building. 


"Can you drive around the corner, please?" 

"Why? The entrance is right there." 

I sighed, brushing my chestnut hair out of my eyes. "Dad, these are 
public school kids. I'm not showing up for the field trip in the 
Rolls." 

My father only scoffed at that, a small chuckle escaping his lips. 
"What, you want me to trade my car in for a Jetta because you don't 
wanna be embarrassed?" he placed a firm hand on my shoulder, giving 
me a reassuring smile. "Don't ever be ashamed of who you are." 

"I'm not ashamed of who I am." I replied. "It's just..." 

"Just what, Abby?" 

"Forget it." I sighed, opening the car door. I let out a breath of 
relief when I saw my best friend walking up the steps of the 
building . 



"Hiro!" I waved, shutting the car door and jogging up to him. His 
head whipped around towards my direction and he smiled when he 
realized I had called his name. 

"Hey, Abigail." 

"Hey man." I replied, "What's up?" 

"Abby!" I heard my father shout from behind. I turned around to see 
him smiling warmly at me, my backpack in his hands. "Won't you be 
needing this?" 

"Thanks, Dad." I blushed in embarrassment before clearing my throat 
and looking to Hiro. "Hiro, may I introduce my father, Robert 
Callaghan . " 

"I've heard so much about you." Dad smiled, extending his 
hand . 

"Great honor to meet you, sir." Hiro replied, grabbing his hand and 
shaking it . 

"Abby says you're a science whiz." Dad said. "You know, I'm something 
of a scientist myself." 

"I read all your research on robotics. Really brilliant." Hiro said 
in amazement. 

"...and you understood it?" Dad asked, eyebrow raised. 

"Yes, I wrote a paper on it." 

"Impressive. Your parents must be very proud." 

"I live with my Aunt Cass and Uncle Ben - they are proud. As well as 
my brother, Tadashi . " 

"Hey, you two!" our teacher called from the doors. "Let's 
move ! " 

"Nice to meet you." Hiro smiled and shook his hand once more. 

"Hope to see you again." Dad nodded before turning back to the car 
and driving away. Hiro and I turned and walked toward the 
entrance . 

"I just talked to Robert Callaghan!" Hiro gasped with a gap toothed 
grin . 

"Yup. Why do you think I'm a fifteen year old senior? My dad makes a 
great tutor." I smirked. 

"Speaking of which... On the bus today, I realized we're not the only 
young seniors in our class." 

"Wait, really? Who else could possibly be as smart as we are and get 
away with it unnoticed?" 


"M.J." Hiro deadpanned. 



"Shut. Up. The red head goody two shoes?" How old is she?" I asked in 
disbelief . 

"She turns sixteen next month." Hiro replied. "But... Don't ask why I 
know when her birthday is." 

( ._. ) Hiro ' s P .O.V. 

"There are over 32,000 known species of spider in the world." our 
tour guide explained to us. "They're in the order Araneae, divided 
into three suborders." 

"Wow, that's amazing." I gestured towards a large microscope in the 
middle of the room. "This is the most advanced electron microscope on 
the Eastern Seaboard. It's unreal." 

"I already knew that." Abigail rolled her eyes. I rolled mine in 
return. I glanced around the room just in time to see M.J. nudging 
Flash away from her in disgust. I wanted to run to her and tell her 
she deserved so much more than Flash, but I didn't. I 
couldn ' t . 

"Arachnids from all three groups possess varying strengths that help 
them in their constant search for food." the tour guide continued. 
"For example, the Delena spider, family Sparassidae, has the ability 
to jump to catch its prey." 

"Picture?" I asked, holding up my camera I held tightly, "For the 
school paper?" 

"Mm-hm." the tour guide nodded and smiled. But when I held up my 
camera to take the picture. Flash nudged me from behind, causing my 
picture to be nothing but a blur. They all snickered from behind me 
before turning to follow the now moving tour guide. 

"Next, we have the net web spider, family Filistatidae, genus 
Kukulcania. It spins an intricate funnel shaped web whose strands 
have a tensile strength proportionally equal to the type of high 
tension wires used in bridges." 

I smiled in awe, raising my camera only to be nudged again by one of 
Flash's friends. 

"Leave him alone." Abby snapped. 

"Or what?" Flash's friend asked. 

"Or her father will fire your father." Flashed chuckled. "What's 
Daddy gonna do? Sue me? Just because you're rich-" 

"What is going on?" our teacher grabbed Flash's arm from behind. "The 
next person who talks will fail this course. I kid you not. Let's 


"This spider hunts using a set of reflexes with nerve-conduction 
velocity so fast that some researchers believe it borders on 
precognition. An early awareness of danger. A spider-sense." 


"Some spiders change colors to blend into their environment. It's a 



defense mechanism." I smirked. 

"No duh, pussy willow." Abby groaned in annoyance. 

"Over five painstaking years, Columbia's genetic research 
facility..." the tour guide's words became a blur as M.J. walked 
by . 

"You should talk to her, dreamy eyes." Abigail nudged my 
shoulder . 

"No way." I scoffed. 

"...into these fifteen genetically altered super spiders." 

"There's only fourteen." M.J. spoke up. "One of them's 
missing . " 

"That's strange..." our tour guide peered over to make sure it was 
really empty. "I guess the researchers are working on that one." The 
tour guide gestured everyone over to the nest station, but M.J. 
stayed, examining all of the spiders and their abilities. I stood 
behind her, not knowing exactly what to make of the situation. 
Eventually, I spoke up. 

"H-hey." I tapped her shoulder. Her eyes met mine and I almost forgot 
what I was gonna say. "Uhm, can I take your picture? I need one with 
a student in it . " 

"Sure! Yeah." she chirped, walking over to the spider case. "Where do 
you want me? Over here?" 

"Yeah. That's great!" I nodded, getting my camera ready. 

"Don't make me look ugly." she laughed, running her fingers through 
her beautiful red hair. 

"That's impossible." I shrugged. _Extremely impossible. _ 

I adjusted the lens before clicking the photo, taking at least one or 
two. "Perfect!" I smiled. She grinned, taking out her pamphlet and 
looking at it with a goofy face for the photo. 

"Is that good?" she asked, trying not to laugh. 

"It's great!" I reassured her. 

"M.J.!" one of her friends called. "Let's go!" 

M.J. turned and walked away, not even saying a word to 
me . 

"Wait-Thanks ! " I waved before a sudden bolt of pain in my hand made 
me drop my camera and examine my hand just in time to see a blue and 
red spider jump off of it and crawl away. A large red area where it 
bit me was already beginning to swell. 


What the hell? 



**A/N: And that concludes the first chapter! What do you guys think? 
Tell me in the comment section below! ** 

**Till next time,** 

k ~k Lg * 


End 
f ile . 



